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ofRichard the third, 

£7/* # This is the fruite of rawnes : markt you not 
, How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pate when they did Iieare of Clarence death? 
Oh,they did vrge it dill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it* But come lets in 
7b comfort Edward with our company . Exeunt* 

Enter D utchet ofY orkeyvith (f fare nee children* 

Boy, T ell me good Granam, is our father dead* 

Duu No boy. 

Boy • Why do you wring your hands and beate your breafl 
And crie, Oh Clarence, my vnhappy fonne? 

Girie . Why doyou looke on vs and fhake your head? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawayes, 

/f that our noble father bealiuc* 

Dut, My prettie Cofens, you miftake me much, 

1 do lament the ftcknefte of the King ♦ 

As loath to loofehim, not your fathers death 
It were loft labor to weepe for one that’s loft* 

^ Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

7lie King my Vncle is too blame for this J 
God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With daily prayers all to that effeft. 

But, Peace children peace,the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow Innocents 
You cannot gelle who eaufdeyonr fathers death. 

Eoy. Granam, we can;formy good Vncle Gloceftcr 
7bld me- me King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuiid impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kift my cheeko. 

And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearclv as his childc* 

Z^.Oh that deceit flhouM lb defuch gentle ftapes. 

And with a vertuous vizaed hide foule o- ul ] e 1 
He is my fonne, and therein my Ibame 
Yetfi om my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

^T^y° u my ^diddiflcmble,GMna^ 

So;. 1 cannot thinke it; harke, whatnoife is this? 
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